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Author's Notes: 
| did one of these before and Evaine requested that she get one for her birthday, so here it is. Happy Birthday 
Porthos, my friend! 


"He's gonna kill you." 
"He didn't kill me last time." 
"Yeah, well this time he's gonna. Doesn't he have any fans that live in the south and have summer birthdays?" 


Kirk rolled his eyes at the bass player and wondered if there was enough time to drag him upstairs before 
Lars and James got back from lunch. He glanced at his watch and sighed. 


"Besides, this time it's gonna be a plane trip, not a road trip. He won't even know what's going on until we're 


there. l'm telling him we're going up to visit Bob for an early Christmas." 


Rob shook his head and grinned at his plotting boyfriend. 
"Does he have to do it naked again?" 


Now that he thought about it, Kirk's idea for the trip to New Jersey last winter had worked out great. They'd 
had fun, well except for maybe Lars, plus James had gotten some great shots of the drummer, naked under 


his coat, singing Happy Birthday on the unsuspecting fan's porch. 


He looked up at Kirk, saw the exasperated look on his beautiful face, and assumed that those big brown eyes 
were going to roll again any second. Kirk didn't disappoint him. 


"Of course he'll be naked! That's the best part of the gift." 
Now it was Rob's turn to roll his eyes. 


"In that case, why don't you just send her a copy of that picture Ross took a few years ago and some flowers 
with Lars' name signed to them. Save us a lot of time and effort, or haven't you noticed that some of us are 


working on a new CD?" 


Kirk's first inclination was to cross his arms and pout at the barely concealed jab only to change his mind, 
deciding to use a more subtle tactic. Not caring anymore if their bandmates showed up, he slowly walked up 
behind Rob, swaying his hips slightly, then gently wrapped his arms around the strong shoulders. He buried his 
face in the luxuriant tresses that smelled like coconut and lightly traced his fingertips over the muscles in 
Rob's chest, occasionally flicking them over the dark nipples. When he got the desired response of slight 
moaning and a noticeable bulge in the bassist's jeans, he gently licked and nipped at his right ear, whispering 


breathily into it. 
"You want to work on a CD? Or do you want to go upstairs and give me another birthday spanking?" 
Before Rob could collect his thoughts into an affirmative answer, the door to the kitchen burst open 
"Hej, what's up?" 


The whirlwind that was their drummer, and the object of Kirk's plotting, blew into the room like a Kansas 


tornado. 


"Lunch was fucking great, man Did you guys fucking eat yet? We need to get back to work James? The fuck 


you go man?" 


He was back out of the room without so much as taking a breath between sentences. Rob and Kirk just looked 
at each other and shrugged, pissed at the interruption and now even more anxious for this year's birthday 


surprise from Lars to a fan. 


Later, when the four of them were back in the kitchen and happy with the afternoon's work, it seemed to Kirk 
to be as good a time as any to mention the trip up north. He made sure to point out that they would be 
taking presents to Bob and his family to guarantee getting James’ vote. After all the years they had known 
each other, James still thought he did a good job of hiding his excitement at opening gifts at the holidays by 
putting up his usual gruff front. 

Predictably, James’ eyes lit up at Kirk's mention of presents. 

"Sounds great to me, | could use a break. Lars?" 

The drummer was talking on his cell phone as usual and had no clue what the others were discussing. 

"Huh? Oh, yeah, okay. What was that again? Fucking Kirk was fucking talking, man" 


Kirk grinned at how easy it was to get Lars to do stuff when he was on the phone and not paying attention 


"Good, it's settled We're taking the Metalli-plane and we'll be landing at the Pierre Elliot Trudeau International 
Aiport at 8:00 Saturday morning. I'll let Bob know we're coming, you guys go get packed" 


It wasn't all a lie. Kirk did call Bob and they did see him and his family Saturday evening. He just didn't mention 
that after the call to Bob he also called a florist and a candy store to get the birthday surprise started. 


Sunday morning, while the rockers were having breakfast together in Lars’ suite, the doorbell rang at the 
house of one of Lars' biggest fans. The occupant of the house opened her door to find a delivery man standing 
there almost hidden behind two dozen of the most beautiful red roses she had even seen. 

"Does Evaine live here?" 

The poor guy was about to drop the heavy flowers on his foot. 

"Oh, my! Yes, that's me, let me help you." 

The birthday girl took the flowers inside, thanking the delivery man and looking for the card. But it merely read 
Happy Birthday; there was no name or other clue as to identity of the sender. Confused but happy, she went 
back to watching television only to have the doorbell ring again ten minutes later. This time when she opened 
the door another delivery man stood there, this one holding a five pound box of Godiva chocolates. 

"Are you Evaine, Ma'am?" 


"Yes, that's me. Are these are for me too?" 


Now poor Evaine was really confused, as the card attached to the chocolates also contained no clue as to the 
sender's identity. She once again thanked the delivery man and wondered if perhaps the gifts were from an 


internet friend. Taking a piece of the delectable candy, she smelled the gorgeous roses one more time, and 


settled back down to her movie. 


"WHAT THE FUCK? | AM NOT GOING TO FUCKING SING FUCKING NAKED AGAIN, KIRK! THE FUCK WERE YOU 
THINKING? FUCK!" 


Unlike the peaceful atmosphere back at Evaine's house, the windows at the hotel were threatening to shatter 
from the noise level as Kirk had finally told Lars the truth about the Canadian trip. Worried that, rock stars 
or not, they were going to get tossed out, Kirk tried to placate his pissed off friend. He turned on his charm 
and stood next to Lars, their arms touching and Kirk gently rubbing his fingers through Lars' scruffy 


beginnings of a beard, his voice purring. 


"But Lars, you remember how thrilled Sel was last year when you sang Happy Birthday to her. Evaine adores 
you. She's always posting pics of you and she loves this scruffy look” 


By now Kirk had his body pressed against Lars so close that air couldn't get between them. Even now, years 
after they had broken it off as lovers, Lars couldn't say no to the golden-skinned man he still loved as his 
best friend. He sighed heavily and ruffled Kirk's curls. 

"Fine, fucker. But you owe me." 


"Great, you talked him into it. Let's go." 


James grabbed the keys and shoved Lars towards the door, anxious to get it over with and return to a 


television and the Raider's game. 
"Relax, Het. She lives close by, we'll be back in time for the game. Do you have the camera?" 
"CAMERA? NO FUCKING WAY! IT WAS BAD ENOUGH LAST TIME WHEN JAMES TOOK..." 


With James still pushing him down the hallway, Lars’ voice trailed off while the other two chuckled and put on 
their coats. Rob took the rare moment of privacy to gather Kirk in his arms and kiss him gently. 


"He's gonna kill you." 

The guitarist laughed, picked up the keys to the rental car and headed for the door. 

"Yeah, and so is James if we make him miss the game." 

Thirty minutes later they pulled into the driveway with Lars still bitching at the speed of light. Kirk turned off 


the motor and gave him the "shut up and get naked" look that he knew well. Sighing heavily for about the 
fifteenth time, he started to strip. 


‘lm leaving my shoes on like last time, fucker. It's fucking cold out here! The fuck do | let you talk me into this 


shit for? And you two!" 
He turned, pointing at James and Rob who were, as usual, in the back seat, plotting. 


"Don't fucking think about a fucking camera or I'll find the most embarrassing picture | can find and post it on 
the cover of So What." 


Now that he was naked, except for the tennis shoes and unbuttoned coat, he gave Kirk one last glare and 


threw the car door open. 
"You owe me, and don't think | won't collect. Boyfriend or no boyfriend." 


He took a deep breath to calm himself; after all it wasn't the poor fan's fault that Kirk was an evil, 
manipulative bitch, and rang the bell. 


For the third time Evaine paused her movie to answer the door, this time stunned at who she found standing 


there. 
"Evaine?" 


Lars looked around behind her, afraid that once again there would be a houseful of people to watch him 


embarrass himself. 
"Lars? LARS? Oh my goodness, come inside where it's warm." 


Grateful for the invitation out of the cold, he went along as the birthday girl practically dragged him into her 


living room. 


| can't believe you're really here! How did you know where | lived? What brings you up here in this storm? I'm 


so happy to meet you!" 


The drummer smiled at how happy she seemed to be to meet him, and decided that maybe Kirk had been 
right about doing this after all. Not that he would ever admit it. 


"We heard it's your birthday, and the guys and | thought it would be nice to come and sing Happy Birthday to 
you. | hope that's okay." 


As he spoke, he noticed Evaine looking at his bare legs sticking out from his coat and had an evil idea of his 


own. 


"The other guys are waiting in the car for me to make sure you were home. I'll go get them so we can sing.’ 


Still overjoyed at her favorite drummer being in her living room, she merely nodded her head and then went to 


put on a pot of coffee, and tea for Kirk, while Lars went back out to the car. 

"No fucking way! This was Kirk's idea, make him do it. No fucking way am | going in there naked" 
Rob nodded in agreement with James. 

"She doesn't like us, she likes YOU." 


"You want those pics of you and Kirk fucking in the hot tub to end up published? Get your clothes off and get 


in here. Serves the three of you right after setting me up again" 

Lars glared at James to make sure he understood just how pissed he really was, then leaned against the car 
and waited for his bandmates to strip. They looked at each other for several moments, then realized that Lars 
wasn't going to let them out of it. James sighed and tossed his camera on the floor. 

"Damn Pixie." 

Glaring back at his drummer, he started taking off his jeans with Kirk and Rob following his lead. Soon all four 
of them were walking back up the driveway, all naked except for shoes and coats. When they entered the 
house, Evaine shrieked in happiness at having them all there. 

"Happy Birthday, Evaine." 

"Yeah, Happy Birthday." 

‘Oh my, wait until | call my friend Joolz. She'll never believe that you all are here." 

James cleared his throat, and shifted nervously. 


"Actually, we can't stay long. We just came to sing Happy Birthday and then we have to get back to recording.’ 


Lars thought he saw James’ nose grow from the lie, but he knew how important watching the Raiders was to 


him so he went along. 
"Yeah, we're really busy recording so, uhhhhhhhh, you guys come over here." 


The four of them stood in a line facing Evaine. After taking a collective heavy sigh they all opened their coats, 
causing her to gasp in surprise and happiness, and began singing They weren't in unison and one of them was 
not in key, but the birthday girl didn't notice or care. She was so thrilled at having them there she thought it 
was the most beautiful song she had ever heard. When they finished she clapped and went to give Lars a big 
hug. 


"Oh, thank you, thank you! That's the best birthday gift I've ever received! You're all just so wonderfull | made 


some coffee, would you like some before you go?" 


Lars hadn't had his ration of diet Coke for the day and was in need of a caffeine fix, so he headed for the 
kitchen. 


"I'd love some." 

She followed him into the kitchen to help while the others stayed behind. They might not have sung Happy 
Birthday in unison, but now they were all having the same thought at the same time to make up for it. Kirk 
was the first to whisper it out loud 


"We can pick him up in the morning and get back to the plane in plenty of time." 


James glanced into the kitchen and thought the two of them made a cute couple, leaning against the counter 


and drinking their coffee. 

"Yeah, let's go. Maybe he'll even thank you instead of kicking your ass this time, Quirk” 

They quietly went back out the door and jumped quickly into the car, tossing Lars' clothes out onto the porch 
before backing out of the driveway. By the time he and Evaine realized they had heard the car start, the guys 
were almost two blocks away. Lars picked up his jeans and shirt and went back in the house. 

‘Guess I'm your gift after all. | hope you don't mind." 

He smiled over his coffee cup and watched as his new friend set her cup down and turned off the television. 
Setting his cup down next to hers, he took her hand, and held up his clothes which he hadn't bothered to put 
back on. 


"Is there someplace | can put these until | need them?" 


Resisting the urge to toss them in the trash where they couldn't be found, Evaine simply smiled and led the 
way to the bedroom, thinking this was the best birthday ever. 


